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The Beginning 


Author's Notes: 

The story title is taken from an Eagles song. Don't judge me, but | kind of like that song. It's my guilty 
pleasure, haha. This is slightly AU where Jimmy used to be a beggar, so it's definitely not true at all. Happy 
reading, my friends! 


1968 


Faded jeans, battered sneakers, a worn jacket and a guitar. That's how | appeared every day beside the grocery 
store just around the corner. l'd pluck the strings and hear the clicks of pennies dropping in my guitar case; a 


show of sympathy from the passersby. 
| used to beg. Unbelievable, right? 
It's not like | had a choice or something. But the pay | got from waiting tables at a dingy pub wasn't enough to 


keep a roof above my head. So, | sacrificed every ounce of self-respect | had and started begging. | really wish 
| found myself another job. There were many beggars like me in London, but | had great dreams. | regretted it 


every day | stood beside that grocery store. 


I'd beg all afternoon before going back to my small flat to dress a bit decently before leaving for the pub. My 
shift started at seven o' clock in the evening and ended at eleven. Then, | would return to my flat to get a 
good night's rest. That was my daily routine. 


My flat had a small bedroom, a tiny kitchen and an even tinier bathroom. My bedroom consisted of a shabby 
bed, a table and a chair and a small window. It almost looked like a prison cell, except that it had a guitar, a 
turntable and some blues records. They were the only luxury | could afford. Yes, even listening to music was a 


luxury. 


| dropped out of art college because | couldn't afford enough money to pay the tuition fees. | wanted to be a 
guitarist, but fate had made me a beggar instead. Sometimes, apart from my daily routine, I'd think about my 
shattered dreams before crying myself to sleep. Sometimes I'd consider committing suicide. | lived alone, didn't 
have ties with anyone, let alone have a girlfriend, then why should | carry on when | had nothing to live for? It 
forget these thoughts in the next morning and carry out my daily tasks like a robot. 


On a bright, sunny day in 1968, | was begging as usual when | heard a faint sound of harmonica floating in the 


air. My eyes wandered around until | spotted the place it was coming from. 


He was standing right across the street on the curb, clad in a bright, multi-coloured top decorated with 
psychedelic patterns and blue trousers. Blonde, corkscrew hair framed his face, while eyes stared dreamily into 
the distance. | assumed he was around my own age. He was tall, lean and quite handsome, judging by the 
batting eyelashes he received from young women passing by. | don't think anyone even looks at me. | had no 
doubt that he was a hippie. | saw a suited man drop a coin beside him. He picked it up and went to give it back 
to that chap, who insisted that he keep it, but in the end he won. That means he's doing it for fun 


| thought I'd see him gone the next day, as he played just for "fun". But he stood in the same spot the next 
day, and the next, and the day after that. Sometimes I'd see him before | even arrived, sometimes he'd appear 
later. Sometimes he'd leave after fifteen minutes, sometimes he'd stay for hours. He came and left whenever 


he pleased. He appeared each day in different clothes, all psychedelic. | reckoned he was well-off. 


| could tell he was happy, and for that | envied him. He was good-looking whereas | had greasy hair and didn't 
shave for ages. He didn't have to think about making ends meet whereas | fought to keep a roof above my 


head and food in my stomach. He enjoyed life whereas | hated and thought how to end it. 


| thought of moving somewhere else to beg, but he attracted me somehow. | wanted to walk across the street 
to talk to him, but I'd shy away every time. | wasn't good with people. Never was. However, he was the only 


subject of interest in my mundane, miserable life. 


| observed him for months, luckily without his knowing. Then came a chilly, but sunny day when | was begging 
at the same spot beside the grocery store. He arrived a bit later in a blue shirt and black trousers. As the 
sun began to set, | started counting the money and stuff my pockets with pennies. That's when | heard an 


unknown voice behind me. 

"You were amazing today." 

| turned around and saw him standing, hands stuffed in his pockets, curls covering his eyebrows. | stood up, 
furrowing my brows. | found out he was a few inches taller than me and his eyes were blue, unlike my green 
ones. | was trying to conjure up something to say when he spoke again 

"You always are." 

He gave me a genuine smile. A smile that went straight to my heart. I'd forgotten the last time anyone smiled 


at me. His smile created a warm, fuzzy feeling in my chest. | know | should say ‘thank you' but | was 
dumbfounded. He offered his hand, a very common custom which | forgot at that moment. 


"Robert." 

It took a little while to process in my head that he wanted to shake hands with me. 

Slowly, | took his hand in mine and he gave it a firm shake. His hand felt soft and warm whereas mine was cold 
and rough. Then | remembered he told his name, and that it was time to introduce myself. 


"Jimmy." 


For the first time in ages, | felt happy. 


Today 


Author's Notes: 
Here, Robert sings the song mentioned in the story title (see my note in the previous chapter) if you're 
wondering which song it is. The chapter is set in 1115, although the song was released in 1994. Enjoy! 


(975 
"Shit!" 

"What happened?" You rushed into the kitchen 

"| burned the cake! AGAIN!" | bellowed at the mess I'd tried to perfect so many times before, with no avail 


"Well, you never let me help you." You folded your arms over your chest, "That's the price for being so 


egotistic.” You started giggling, making my blood boil. 
Maybe you're right. | am egotistic. Next time, | will let you assist me, for I'm a sucker at cooking. 


| stared at the burned cake, thinking about how to clean it up. You diverted me from my thoughts by turning 


the radio on, which was unfortunately playing some disco rubbish. 

"Percy!" | whined. Definitely not in the mood. 

"Come on, Pagey! Loosen up!" 

| looked down at the cake. Soon, the disco number had stopped and a mellow tune came out from the speaker. 
"Ah! It's my favorite!" You clapped your hands like a silly girl. 

"What is it?" 

"You'll find out. Lets dance." You grabbed my hand and pulled me close. 


| can't dance. And quit fucking about" | managed to put on a smile. Your silly actions might seem a bit 
annoying, but they make you more adorable. | can't help but admit it. 


You wrapped your arms around my waist and | rested my hands on your shoulders, awkwardly slow-dancing or 
whatever-it's-called with you. As soon as the words came floating from the radio, you sang along with it in 


my ear. Didn't know you knew the lyrics by heart. 


| was standing 

All alone against the world outside 

You were searching 

For a place to hide 

Lost and lonely 

Now you've given me the will to survive 


When we're hungry, love will keep us alive" 


| was taken aback. It was as if the song was written for me. My life has changed for the better in the last 
seven years. I'm the lead guitarist of a world-famous band and became a successful musician. My dreams 
were all fulfilled, even though | got more than | wanted. 


But the best part is that | have you. If | never met you, | would've taken my own life seven years ago. | feel 


blessed to fall in your loving arms, because you taught me how to love life. 


"Don't you worry 

Sometimes you've just gotta let it ride 
The world is changing 

Right before your eyes 


Now I've found you 
There's no more emptiness inside 


When we're hungry, love will keep us alive" 


Your angelic voice made me fall in love with you all over again. | pressed my cheek to yours and closed my 
eyes, listening to you. My heart brimmed with affection and eyes pooled in tears. Flashbacks of our first 
meeting took place, how that one smile changed my life. | can't believe | wanted to commit suicide back in those 


days when you were waiting for me. 


Our knees softly bumped together as we danced, your soothing voice filling my ears. | wanted this moment to 


last forever, even though it wouldn't. 
"| would die for you 

Climb the highest mountain 

Baby, there's nothing | wouldn't do" 


Oh, Robert. You never have to do any of that. But I'm more than willing to do them for you. You've given me 


your endless, unconditional love. | don't want anything else. 
"When we're hungry, love will keep us alive." 


To my great disappointment the song ended. You pulled away to look into my eyes, then slowly leaned in to seal 


your lips with mine. After we broke the kiss, our eyes met again 
"Do you love me?" 
What a stupid question. | placed my palms on the sides of your perfect face, my eyes poring into yours. 


"How can't |?" 


